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The Chronicle Hiftorie 

of Henry the fift: with his battell fought 
ixAgtnCourt in France . Togithcrwith 
Ancient fift oil. 

Enter King Henry, Exeter, two Hi flops, Clarence, 
andether attendants. 




Exeter, 

S Hail I call in th’Ambaffadors my Liege ? 

King. Not yec my coufin, till we be refolu d 
Of feme fetious matters touching vs and France . 

God and his Angels guard your-facred throne. 
And make you long become it. 

JCwg.Sure we thanke you • and good my Lord proceed 
Why the Law Salique which they haue \n France, 

Or fhould or fhould not ftop in vs our clairae : 

And God forbid my wife and learned Lord, 

That you fhould falhion, frame, or wreft the fame. 
ForGod doth know how many now in health. 

Shall drop their blood, in approbation 
Of what yourreuerence fhall incite vs too. 

Therefore take heede how you impawne our perfon , 
How you awake the deeping fword of warre : 

We charge you in the name ofGrd take heede. 

After thisconiuration,fpcake my 1 o t d : 

And we wiU iudge, note, and beleeue m heart. 

That what you fpeake, is waflit as pure 
As fm inbaptifme. 

A » 
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Bijh. Thcivhearc me gracious Soueraigne, & you Peere* 
W^ich owe your Hues, your faith, and fcruices 
Tq this imperiall Throne : 

There is no bar to flay your highnefle claime to France 
But one; which they produce from Paramount: 

No female lliall fuccecd in Salique Land ; 

Which Salique Land, the French vniuftly gloze 
To be the Rcalme of France, 

And Paramount the founder of this law and female barre. 
Yet their owne writers faithfully aflfirmc. 

That the Land Saliqus lyes in Germany , 

Berwceiic the floods of Sabeck, and of Llme y 
W here Charles the fift hailing fubdude the Saxon* 

There left behinde, and fetlcd ccrtaine French, 

Who holding it) difdainc the Germane women* 

For lomc difhoneft manners of their hues, 

EAablilhc there this Law. T o wit, 

No female (hall fucceed in Saltque Land : 

W h'ich^atiqye lapd (as I haue fayd before) 

Is at this time in Germany, call’d Mefene . 

Thus doth it well appeare, the Saliquehw 
Was not deuifed for the Rcalme of France : 

Nor did the French poflefle the Saline land, 

Vntill foure hundred one and twenty yearef 
After the fun&ion of King Paramount , 

Godly fuppofd the founder ofthis Lawl 
Hugh Capet alio that vfurpt theCrowne, 

To line his Title with fome fliew of truth, 

When in pure truth it was corrupt and nought s 
Conueyd himfelfc as heire to the Lady Inger y 
Daughter to Charles theforefayd Duke of Lorai* y > 

So that as cleere as is the fummers Sun, 

King Pipins Title, and Hugh Capets'c laime. 

King Charles his fatisfa£Hon, all appeare 
To hold in right and title of the female : 

So do the Lords of France vntill this day, 

Howbcic they would hold vp this Saltque Law 
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To barre your highnefle claiming from the femde* 

And rather choot'e to hide them in a net, 

Then amply to embrace their crooked caulen, 

Vfurpt from you and your progenitors. _ 

K May we with right and confciencc make this clait*. 
Bi. The fin vpon my head dread Soueraigne t 
For in the booke of Numbers it is writ, 

VVhen the fonne dyes, letthe inheritance 
Defcend vnto the daughter. 

Noble Lord, ftand for your ovrnc, 

Vnwinde your bloody flagge, 

60 my dread Lord to your great Grandfircs graue> 

From whom you claimc: 1 

And your great Vncklc Ed&ardzhc black e Pfitlctr* 

VVho on the French ground playd a Tragedy, 

Making Jefeatc on thefull power of France, 

Whilft his moll mighty father on a hill, 

Stood foiling cobehold his Lyons whelpe, . ; - 

Foraging the blood of French Nobility. 

O Noble Englilh, thatcould entettaine 
With halfc their forces the full power of Prance ; 

And let another halfe ftand laughing by, 

AH out of worke, audcoldc tor a<Sion. I 

King. Wc muft not oncly arme vs gainft the French , 

But lay downe our proportion for the Scot, 

Who will make rode vpon vs with all aduantages* 

^;.Tbe Marches gTaciou*foueraignc,(halbc fuffUient 
To guard your England fromthecpilfering borderers. 

King.VJc donot meane the cumflng fneakers oncly, 
But feare the maine entendment of the Scot : 

For you fhall read, ncuer my great Grandfather 
Vnmaskt his power for Prance , 

But that the Jp^onhis vnfurniflht kingdome, 

Came pouring like the tide into, a breach. 

That England being empty of defences, 

Hath (hooke and trembled at thebrutc;herrcof. 

Bifb.Shc hath bin then more fear’d then hurt my Lord : 
A 3 ' > For 
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For heart her but examplificd by her ftlfc. 

When all her chiualry hath bene in France , 

And (he a mourning widdow of her Nobles, 

She hath her felfe not onely well defended. 

But taken and impounded (as a ftray)the King o(SeotUt. 
Whom like a caytiffc (he did leade to France , 

Filling your C hronicles as rich with praife. 

As is the owfc and hottome ofthe Cea, 

With funken wrackc, and (hipleffc treafurie. 

Lord. There is a faying very old and true. 

If you will France win. 

Then with Scotland fa ft begin : 

For once the Eagle England being in pray. 

To his vnfurnifht Ncft the wcazlc Scot 
V V ould fucke her Egges, 

Playing the Moufc in abfence of the Cat, 

To fp oy le and hauocke more then (he can eat. 

Exe. It followcs then, the Cat muft flay at home. 

Yet that is but a curftncceflity. 

Since we haue traps to catch the petty theeues : 

V Vhilft that the armed hand doth fight abroad. 

The aduifed head controller at home : 

For gouernment though high or low, being put in parts, 
Congrueth with a mutual! confent like mufickc. 

'Bijb. T rue, therefore doth heauen 
Diuide the fate of man in diuers functions : 

Whereto is added as an aynie or But,Obedience 5 
For fo liuc the hony bees, creatures that by awe 
Ordaine an a£t oforder to a peopled Kingdome. 

They haue a King, and Officers of fort ; 

Where fome like Magiftrates correct at home: 

Others, like Merchants ventureTrade abroad : 

Others, like (oldiours armed in their flings, 

M ake boot vpon the fommers Veluet bud : 

VVhich pillage they with merry march bring home 
To the Tent-royallofthcir Emperor; 

Who bufied in his maiefty, behold 

The 
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The facing Mafons building roofes of Gold, 

The ciullt Citizens lading vp the hony, 

The fad-ey’d luflicc with his furly humme, < 
Deliueringvp to executors pale, the lazic camng drone. 
This I inferre, that twenty a£tions once a foote. 

May all end in one moment. , 

As many arrowes lofcd feucrall wayes, fly to one roarke : 
As many feuerall wayes meete in one To wne : 

As many frefh ftreamesrun in one felfc-fea : 

As many lines clofe in the diall center : 

So may a thoufand a£fions once a foote. 

End in one moment, and be all well born without defect. 
Therefore my Liege to France , 

Diuide your happy England into fourc. 

Of which take you one quarter into France, 

And you withall, (hall make all CjaHia (hake. 

If we with thrice that power left at home, 

Cannot defend our owne doore from the dogge. 

Let vs be beaten, and from henceforth lofe 
The name of policy and hardineffe* 

Kin. Call in the meffengcr fent from the Dolphin, 

And by your ayde, the noble finnewes ©f our Land, 
Fnm^being ours, weel bring it to our awe. 

Or breake it all inpecces : 

Either our Chronicles fhall with full mouth fpeakc 
Freely of our aas, or clfe like tongueleffe mutes, 

Not worfhipt with a paper Epitaph: 

Enter the yimhjfadors from France. 

Now are we well prepard to know the Dolphins pleafure 
For we hcare your comming is from him# 

Pleafeth your Maiefty to giuc vs leaue 
Freely to render what we haue in charge, 

Or fhall I fparingly (hew a farre off. 

The Dolphins pleafure, and our Embaffage ? 

King. We are no tyrant, but a Chriftian King, 

To whom our fpirit is as fubieft, 

As arc our wretches fettered in our prifons* 

There- 
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Therefore finely, and withvncurbed bolJnefie 
Tell vs the Dolphins minde. 

stmbafi Then tbU in fine the Dolphin faith, 

VYbficas yon claim# certaineTawnesin France, 

From youf pved.eceffot King Edvard* he third, 

Thishcrcturncs J 

He faith, there's nought in France, 

That can bq with a nimble Galliard wonne. 

You cannot reueli into Dukedom.es there : 

Therefore he fendeth mceter for your ttudie 
This tun of treafiirq : and in lieu ofthis, 

Dcfires to lettheDukedomcs that you craue 
Heare no more from you. This the Dolphin faith. 

King. What treafurc Vnckle ? 

Ext. Tennis balles my Liege, 

King. Wee are glad the Dolphin ii fo pleafant with vs, 
Y our meCTage, and hi* prefent we accept. 

When we haue matcht our Rackets to thefc balles. 

We wil by Gods grace play him fuch a fet, 

Shal flrikehis fathers Crowne into the hazard. 

Tell him he hath made a match with fuch a wrangler. 
That all the courts of France fhalbe difturbd with chafes. 
And we vnderftand him well,how he comes ore vs 
With our wilder daies, 

Not meafuring what vfc we made of them. 

Weneuer vale w’d this poore feate otjjEngland, 

And therefore gaue our fclues to barbarous Licenfc, 

As tis common feene. 

That men are merrieft when they are from home. 

But tell the Dolphin we will keepc our ftate. 

Be like a King, mighty, and command. 

When we do rowfe vs in the Throne of France, 

For this we haue layd by our Maiefty, 

And plodded like a man for working dayes. 

But wc will rife therewith fo foil of glory. 

That we will dazlc all the eyes of France, 

I ftrike the Dolphin blinde to looke on vs. 
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And tell him this. 

His mocke hath turn’d his balles to gun-ftones, 

And his foule fhall fit fore charged, for the waftfull 
Vengeance that fhall flyefrom them. 

For this his mocke, 

Shall mocke many a wife out of their deare husbands, 
Mocke mothers from their fonnes, mocke Cattles down. 
I, fome are yet vngotten and vnborne, 

That fhall haue caufe to curie the Dolphins fcorne . 

But this lies all within the will ofGod, 

To whom we do appealc : and in whofe name, 

Tell you the Dolphin we are comming on, 

To vengc vs as wc may, and to put forth our hand 
]n a right caufe : fo get you hence, and tell your Prince, 
His ieft will fauour but of (hallow wit, * 

When thoufands wcepe more then did laugh at ir. 
Conuey them with fafe condu<tt; fee them hcncc. 

Exe. This was a merry meffage. 

Kwg.Wehopeto makethe fenderbhifh at it : 
Thcrforclctour collection for the wars befoon prouided 
For God before, wed check the Dolphin at his fathers 
Doore therefore let eiiery man now taske his thought. 
That this faire aCtion may on foote be brought. 

Exeunt omnes. 

Enter Nimand Bardolfe. 

Bar. Good morrow Corporall Nint. 

Afaw.Good morrow Lieutenant Bardolfc. 

Bar. What, is Ancient Pifioll and thee friends yet ? 
Nim.\ cannot tell.things mutt be as they may : 

I dare not fight, but I will winke and hold out mine Iron, 
Tis a fimple one,but what tho ; twil ferue to tofte chcefc, 
And it will endure cold as another mans fword will. 

And theres the humour of it. 

Brfr.Ifaith Miftrefle Quickly did thee great wrong. 

For thou wert troth-plight to her. 

B 
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Nim.l muft do as I msy.tho patiencebe a tired tnare, 

Yet ffteel plod, and fome fay kniues haue edges. 

And men may fleepe and haue their throates about them 
At that time, and there’s the humor of it. 

tor.Come ifaith.llebcftow a breakfaft to make Ptfioll 
and thee friends. What a plague (hould wc carry kniues 
to cut our owne throates, 

AftmJfaith ilc liue as long as I may,that’j the certaine of 
it. And when I cannot liue any longer.Ile do as I may, 

And there’s my rcft.and the randcuous of it. 

Inter TifioH/md Ho fits £>uiclfy hit wife. 
*Zfar.Good morrow ancient Pifioll. 
heere comes ancient Pifioll ,1 prethee Nim be quiet. 
AT»».How do you myhoft? 

Pifi . Bafe flau«,calleft thou me hoft ? 

Now by gads lugges 1 fweare,I fcorne the title. 

Nor (hall my Aft// keepc lodging. 

Hof . No by my troth not I, 

For we cannot bed nor boord halfe a fcore gentlewomen 
That liue honeftly by the prickc of their needle. 

But it is thought ftraight we keepe a bawdy-houfe, 

O Lord,heere’s Corporall JV<«,now (hall 
Wc haue wilfull adultery and murther committed .• 

Good Corporall Nim (hew the valour of a man. 

And put vp your fword. AAw.Pufli. 

Pift. What.doft thou pu(h,thou priekeard cur of ifcland 
Afrw.Willyou (hog off? I would haue you folus. 
?;7?.Solus, egregious dog, that folus in thy throate. 
And in dry lungs,and which is worfe, within 
Thy mesfull mouth,I do retort that folus 
In thy bowels, and in thy law perdie ; for I can talke. 
And Pifiols fla(hing fiery cockc is vp. 

Nim. I am not Bar&afom,yoa cannot coniure me ; 

I haue an humor Pifioll to knocke you indifferently well, 
And you fall foule with me Pifioll, 

He fcoure you with my Rapier in fairc tearmes. 
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ifvou will v»alke off a little. 

lie pricke your guts a little in good tertnes. 

And there’s the humor of it. 

A lift O braggard vile, and damned furious wighc, 

The graue doth gapc.and groaning death .s nccre, 

Therefore cxalL c 

■Bxr.Hearc me, he that ftrikes the firft blow, 

lie kill him,as I am a Souldicr. _ « 

M. An oath of mickle might, and fury (hall abate. 

Nim We cut your throat at one time or another 
In faire termes : and there’s the humor of it. 

Pifi . Couple gorge is the word,I thee dene agen ; 

A damned hound.thinkft thou my (poule to get ? 

No,to the powdering tub of infamy. 

Fetch foorth the lazar kite of Crefides kmde 
Doll Tear-(hecte,(he by name, and her efpovv le 
I haue, and I will hold, the quandom quickly. 

For the onely (he and Paco, there it is enough. 

Enter the Boy. 

Ry.Hoftes.you muft come ftraight to my Mai.er, 

And do the office of a warning pan. 

Hofi.By my troth hee’l yeeld the Crow a pudding one of 

thefc dayes. 

lie go to him,husband you’l come ? 

Rir.Come Pifioll be friends. 

Wim, prethee be friends, and if thou Wilt not. 

Be enemies with me too. 

Aft.Hhal haue my eight (hillings I won of you atbet.mg 
Tifi, Bafcistheflauethatpayes. 

Afr.That now 1 will haue.and there’s the humor of it. 
Pift.As manhood (hall compound. * ty 

Bar . He that ftrikes the firft blow. 

He kill him by this fword. - 

I’s.Sviord is an oattuand oathes muft haue their cou * * 
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Nim . I (hall hauc my eight (hillings I wonne of you at 
betting. 

Tift. A noble (halt thou haue,and ready pay, 

And liquor likewife will I giue to thee, 

And fricndfhip (hall combinde out brotherhood, 

11c liue by Nim , as Nim ihall liue by me : 

Is not thlsiuft?forI (hall Sutler be 
Vnto the Campe,and profit will occrue. 

Nim.l (hail haue my noble ? 

Tift. In cafii moft truely paid. 

Nim. Why thcres the humor of it. 

Enter Hoftes. 

Hoftes. As euer you came ofmen come in. 

Sir lohn^ootc foule is fo troubled 
With a burning tafhan contigian feuer.tis wondcrfull, 
Tift . Let vs condole the knight ; for lamkins we wil liue. 

Exeunt omttes . 

Enter Exeter And Gfofter. 

Gloft.fteforc God my Lord,his Grace is too bold to 
truft thefe traytors. 

£*c.They fhail be apprehended by and by. 
gioft.l but the man that was his bedfellow. 

Whom he hath cloyed and graced with Princely fauors, 
Thathelhould for aforreigne purfe,tofell 
His Soueraignes life to death and trechery. 

Exe.O the Lord of (JMas/ham. 

Enter the King and three Lords. 

King.Novi firs, the winde is faire,and we will aboord ; 
My Lord of Cambridge, intS my Lord of Mas ft am, 

And you my gentle Knight, giue me your thoughts, 

Do you not thinke the power we bearc with vs. 

Will make vs Conquerors in the field of France ? 

Mai/ham.'No doubt my Liege, if each man do his beft. 

Cam. 
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/kw.Neuer was Monarch better feared and loued then 
is your Maicfty. 

Gm.Euen thofe that were your fathers enemies 
Haue fteeped their gals in hony for your fake. 

Kimr.Wc therefore hauc great caufc ofth^kfulneflc. 
And (hall forget the office of our hands ; 

According to their caufc and worthinefle. 

Maf.So feruice (hall with fteeled finewes (bine, 

And labour (hall refrefh it felfe with hope 
To do your Grace inceffant feruice. 

/^.Vncklc of Exeter, enlarge the man 
Committed ycfterday,that raild againft our perfon. 

We confider it was the hcate of wine that fet him on, 

And on his more aduice wepardon him. 

Maf.Thzt is mercy, but too much fccurity ; 

Let him be punilht Soueraigne, 

Lcaft the example of him, breed more at iuch a kindc. 
King.O let vs yet be mercifull. 

(am.So may your highne(Te,and punifh too. 

Grey. Y ou (hew great mercy if you giue him life. 

After the tafte of his correction. 

j6»j\Ala{Te,your too much care and loueofme. 

Are heauy orifons againft the poore wretch. 

If little faults proceeding on dtftemper. 

Should not be winked at. 

How fhould we ftretch our eye,when capitall crimes. 
Chewed, (wallowed, and dige(lcd,appeare before vs ; 
Well yet enlarge the man,tho Cambridge and the rcll 
In their deare loues,and tender prcferuation of our (late. 
Would haue him punifht. 

Now to our French caufes. 

Who are the late Commiffioners ? 

Cat w.Me one my L ord. 

Your highnefle bad me aske for it to day. 

Maf So did you me my Soueraigne, 

Grey.^nd me my Lord. 

B 3 King. 
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Then Richard Eatleof Cambridge , there is yeurs, 
There is yours, my Lord of Majham : 

And fir Thomas grey , knight of Northumberland, 

This lame is yours ; 

Reade them, and know we know your worthineffe. 
Vncklc Exeter , 1 will aboord tonight. 

Why how now Gentlemen, why change you colour? 
What fee you in thole papers, 

That hath fo chafed your blood out of apparance ? 

Cam . I do confeffe my fault, and do fubmit roc 
To your bighneffe mercy. 

To which we all appeale. 

•K/ag.The mercy which was quit in vs but late. 

By your owne reafons is fore-ftald and done : 

You mu ft not dare for (hatne to aske for mercy. 

For your owne confcience turne vpon your bofomes. 

As dogs vpon their matters worrying them. 

See you my Princes, and my Noble Peercs, 

Thefe englifli Monfters : 

My Lord of Cambridge here. 

You know how apt we were to grace him 
In all things belonging to his honor ; 

And this vildeman hath for a few light crownes, 

Lightly confpir’d and fworne vnto the pra&ifcs of France, 
To kill vs hecre in Hampton. To the which. 

This knight, no lefle in bounty-boundto vs 
Then Cambridge is,hath likewife fworne. 

But oh,what (hall I fay to thee falfe man. 

Thou cruell,ingratefull,and inhumane creature. 

Thou that didftbearethe key of all my counfell. 

That knewft the very fecrets of my heart. 

That almoft mightft haue eoyn’d me into gold ; 

Wouldft thou haue pra&ifde on me for thy vfe ? 

Can it be poflible.that out of thee 

Should proceed one fparke that might annoy my finger ? 

Tis fo ftrange,that tho the truth doth (hew as grofe 
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fiS blacke from white,minc eye will fearfely fee it, 

Theit faults ate open. 

Left them to the anfwer of the law, 

And God acquit them of their prachfes. 

Exe.l arreft thee of high treafon. 

By the name of Richard, Earle of Cambridge. 

I arreft thee of high treafon. 

By the name of Thomas Grej P 

Knioht of Northumberland. 

Mali. Out purpoles God iuftly hatn chicouered, 

And I repent my fault more then my death, 

Which I bcfeech your Maicfty forgiue. 

Although my body pay the price °f ,r * 

Kprg.Goa quit you in hisnaercy. 

Heareyour fentcnce. 

You haue confpit’d againft our royaii Perion, 

Ioyned with an enemy proclaim d and fixed. 

And from his Coffers receded the golden earneft of out 

Touching our perfon we feeke no redrefle. 

But we our kingdomes fafety muft fo tender, 

Whofe ruine you haue fought, 

Thattoourlaweswedodeliueryou. 

Get youhence,poore miferable creatures to your death. 
The tafte whcreof,God in his mercy giueyou patience 
To endure, and true repentance of all your deeds amitie: 
Beare them hence. 

Exit three Loras. 

Now Lords to Trance : The enterprife whet eof, 
Shallbctoyouasvsjfuccefliucly. _ ( w *y 

Since God cut off this dangerous treafon lurking in our 
Chccrly to fea,the fignes of war aduance ; 

No King of England t \i not King of France. 

Exit omnes. 



Enter 







The Chronicle Hi ft or y 

Enter Ntm ^tflolIBardolfe^ofierymd a bey. 

Hofl.l prcthce fwect heart. 

Let me bring thcc fo farre as Stones, 

Pitt. No fur, no fur. 

Bar. Well,fir Iohn is gone, God be with him. 

Hofi, I, he is in Arthors bofome, if euerany were, 

He went away as if it were a cryfombd childc, 

Betwcene tweluc and one, 
lull at turning of the tide ; 

His nofe was as fliarpe as a pen ; 

For when I faw him fumble with the fheets. 

And talke of flowers, and fmile vpon his fingers ends, 

1 knew there was no way but one. 

How now fir Iohn, quoth I ? 

And he cryed three times,God,God,God, 

Now I to comfort him,bad him not thinke of God, 

I hope there was no l'uch need. 

Then he bad me put more cloathes on his feete. 

And I felt to them, and they were as cold as any flone, 
And to his kuecs,and they were as cold as any flone. 

And fo vpward,8t vpward.and all was as cold as ftope. 
Him. They fay he cridc out on Sacke. 
Afy?.Ithathedid. 

Boy. And of women. 

Hoft.No that he did not. 

"Boy. Yes that he did,& fed they were diuels incarnste. 
Hofl, Indeed carnation was a colour he neuer loued. 
Afr/w.Welljhe did cry out on women. 

£/e/?.Indecdhe d id in fome fort handle women 
But then he was rumaticke, , 4 

And talkt of the whore of Babilon. 

B^.Hoftes.doyou remember he faw a Flea ftand 
V pon Bardolfes nofe,and fed it was a blacke foule 
Burning in hell ? 

Bard. 
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Well, God be with him. 

That was all the wealth I got in his feruice. 

Mw.Shall we (Bog off? 

The king will be gone from Southampton. 

p,Jl. Cleare rp thy criftals, 

Looke to my chattels and my moueables ; 

Truft none ; the word is pitch and pay : 

Mens words are wafer cakes. 

And hold faft is the onely dog my deare. 

Therefore cophetuabe thy counfellor. 

Touch her foft lips and part. 

£«r, Farewell hofteffe. 

Him . I cannot kis.and thercs the humor of it# 

But adieu. 

Pill. Kecpe faft thy bugglcboe. 

Exit owner. 

Enter King of France, 'Bourbon, Dolphin , 
and others. 

Jtwf.Nowyou Lords of Orltance, 

Of Bourbon , and of Berry , # 

You fee the King of England is not flacke. 

For he is footed on this Land already. 

Dolpbin.My gracious Lord, 

Tis meete we all go foorth, 

And arme vs agiinft the foe : 

And view the weake and fickly parts of France : 

But let vs do it with no ftiew of fcare. 

No with no more,then if we heard 
England were troubled with a Morris dance. 

For my good Lord,(he is fo idcly kingd. 

Her feepter fo fantaftically borne, 

So guided by a (hallow humorous youth. 

That feare attends her not. 

Cen.O peace Prince Dolphin, you deceiue your fclfe. 
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QuetUonyour Grace the late Embaffador, 

With what regard he heard his EmbafTage, 

How well fupplied with aged Counfellorr, 

And how his refolution anl'wer’d him. 

You then would.fay.that Harry was not wilde. 

K*»£.WelI,thinke we Harry llrong, 

And llrongly arme vs to preuent the foe. 

Con. My Lord,heere is an Ambaflador 
From the King of England. 

X/»^.hid him come in. 

You fee this chafe is hotly followed, Lords. 

Dol.Uy gracious father,cut vp this Englilh (hort, 
Selfe-loue my Liege is not fo vile a thing 
As fclfe-negledling. 

Enter Exeter . 







2w»£.From our brother of England ? 

£.ve.From him, and thus he greets your Maiefiy j 
He wils you in the name of God Almighty, 

That you dcueft your felfe,and lay apart 
7 hat borrowed title, which by gift of heauen. 

Of law, of nature,and of Nations, longs 
To him and to his hefres, namely the Crowne 
And all wide ftretchcd titles that belongs 
Vnto the crowne of France , that you may know 
Tis no liniftcr,norno awkeward daime, 

Pickt from the wormeholcs of old vaniflit daies 
Nor from the dull of old obliuion rack*. 

He fends you thefc mod memorable lines. 

In euery branch truely demonftratede 
Willing you ouertooke this pedigree. 

And when you finde him euenly deriued 
Fromhis mod famed and famous Anceftors, 
Edward the third ; he bids you then refigne 
YourCrowne andKingdomc,indire£fly held 
From him,thcnatiue and true Challenger. 
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r^.lfnot.whatfollowes? 

^Bloody coftraint.for if you bide the crown 
Euen in your hearts, there will he rake for it : 

Therefore in fierce temped is he commmg 
In thunder, and in earthquake, like a lone, 

That if requiring faile,he will compcll it : 

And on your heads turncs he the widows tesres 
The orphants cries, the dead mens bones. 

The pining maidens gr° ne s* 

For husbands,fathers,and diftrefled louers, 

Which (ball be fwallowed in this controuedie. 

This is his claime,his threatnir.g, & my menage, 
Vnlcffc the Dolphin be in prefence hecre. 

To whom exprefly we bring greeting too. 

Dt l ' For the Dolphin ? Iftand here for him, 

What to heare from England. 

Exe . Scorn & defiance, (light regard, contempt. 

And any thing that may not mif-become 
The mighty fender, doth he prize you at .• 

Thus faith my King. Vnles your fathers highnes 
Sweeten the bitter mocheyou fent his Maiefty, 

Hee’i call you to fo loud an anfwer for it. 

That Caues and wombly Vaults of France 
Shall chide your trefpaffe, & rcturne your mock. 

In fecond accent of his Ordenance. 

T)ol , Say that my father render faire reply. 

It is againft my will: 

For 1 defirc nothing fo much, 

As oddes with England. 

And for that caufc, according to his youth, 

I did prefent him with thofePrfw balks. . 

Exe. Hee’i make your Tarts Louer fhakc for it, 

Were it the Miftreffc Court of mighty Europe. 

And be allured, you’l finde a difference, 

As we his fubie&s haue ’m wonder found, 

Bctwecne his yonger daies,and thefe he numers now^ 
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Now be weigbes time cuen to the lateft graine. 

Which you fliall finde in your owne Ioffe*, 

If we ftay in France. 

King. Wcll,for vsyou (hall retume our anfwer backc 
To our brother of England. 

Exit otmtet. 

Enter Nim,'Bardolfe 1 PifioH,andBoy. 

Mw.Before God heercs hot feruice. 

P/tf.Tishot indeed, blowcs go and cope, 

Gods vaffals drop and dye. 

Afow.Tis honor, and there’s the humor of it. 

Bey. Would I were in London, 

Jde giue all my honour for a pot of Ale. 

Pi/?. And 1 : if wilhes would preuaile, 

I would not ftay, but thither would I hie. 

Enter Flewellen,and beats them in » 

Flew.G ods plud,vp to the breaches 
You rafcals,will you not vp to the breaches f 
Nim . Abate thy rage fweete knight. 

Abate thy rage. 

Boy. Well, I would I were once from them ; 

They would haue me as familiar 

With mens pockets,as their Gloues and their 

Handkerchcrs.they will fteale any thing. 

Bardolfe dole a Lute- cafe, carried it three mile, 

And fold it for three halfepence. 

Him ftole a fire-(houell, 

1 knew by that,thcy meant to carry coales .• 

Well,if they will not leaue me, 

1 meanc to leaue them. 

Exit Nim^Bardolfe,PiitoU ) And'B<y. 

Enter Cower. 

t/onw.Captainc Flewellen, you muft come ftrait 
To the Mines, to theDukcof Glofler. 

Flew. 
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Flew. Looke you,tell the Duke it is not fo good 
To come to the Mines : the concuaucties is otherwtfe. 
You may difeuffe to the Duke,the enemy is digd 
Himfelfe fine yards vndcr the countermines : 

By Iejhn I thinkehoel blow vp all. 

If there be no better dire&ion. 

alarum. Enter the King and his Lords. 

Kingdom yet refolues the Gouernor of the Town? ? 
This is the lateft parley wcel admit ; 

Therefore to our beft mercy giue your felues, 

Or like to men proud of deftru&ion.defie vs to our worft. 
For as I am a fouldier,a name that in my thoughts 
Becomes me beft, if we begin the battery onecagaine. 

1 will not leaue the halfe atchieued Harflew, 

Till in her afnes (he be buried. 

The gates of mercy arc all (hut vp. 

What fay you.will you yeeld and this auoid, 

Or guilty in defence be thus deftroid ? 

Enter Gouernor . 

Goner. Our expectation hath this day an end .* 

The Dolphin,whom of fuccout we entreated, 

Ketames vs word.his powers are not yet ready 
To raife fo great a fiege : therefore dread King, 

We yeeld ou* towne and Hues to thy foft mercy : 

Enter our gates,difpofe of vs and ours. 

For wc no longer are defenfiuc now. 

Enter Katherine and t Alice. 

Kate. ^//revenccia,vous aues cates en, 

Vou parte fort bon Angloys englatara, 

Coman fae palh vou la main en francoy, 

C 3 
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Alice . \a main madam dehan. 

Kate . E da bras. 

Alice. Dc arma madam. 

KateXc main da han la bras de arma, 

Alice. O wye Madam. 

Kate.E Coman fa pella vow la menton a la coll. 

Alice. Dc neck,c dc cin, Madam. 

Kate . E deneck.c dc cin,ede code. 

Alice.De cudic ma foy Ie oblye,mais Ic remembre, 

Lc tudc,o de clbo Madam. 

K<tfe,Ecowte le reherfcra,towt cclla qtie lac epoandre, 
Dehan.dc arma,de neck,du cm,e dc bilbo. 

Alice . De clbo Madam. 

Kate.O Icfu,Iea obloye ma foy,ccoute Ie rccontcra 
Dc han,de arma,dc ncck,de cin.e de clbo.e ca bon. 

Alice, May foy Madam, vou parla au fe bon Angloy, 
Afie vous aucs ettue en Englatara. 

Kate . Par la grace dc deu an petty tancs. Ic parlc millciij 
Coman fe pella vou lc peid c lc robe. 

Alice. Le foot.e le con. 

Kate .Le foot,e lc con,0 Icfu ! Ie ne veu poinft parle, 
Sic plus dcuant lc cho cheualires de franca. 

Pur one million ma foy. 

AliceMidim,de foote,e le con. 

' Kate.O et ill aufie,ecoute Alice t dc hati,de arma, 

De ncck,dc cin,le foote,e de con. 

Alice. Cet fort bon Madam. 

KWe, A loues a diner. 

Exit omnes. 

Enter King of France, herd Conftabtejbc 
Dolphin, and Bourbon, 

King.Tis certaine heis part the Riuer Some. 
Cow.Mordeu ma via s Shall a few fpranes of rs» 

(The emptying of our fathcts luxcry) 

Out- 
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°^No!man«,baS 
And if they paffe vnfought Withail, 
lcfcll my Dukedomc for a toggy barme 
In that {hort nooke lie of Englant . 

Con. Why whence haue they this mfttall? 

I, not their Climate raw.foggy, and cold. 

On whom,as in difdaine,the Sunnelookes pale ? 

Can bailey broth, a drench foi : fwo»ne Iaoes, 

Their fo da en water decockt fuchhueiy blood? 

And fliall our quicke blood,fpirited with wine, 

Seeme fiofty ? O for honour of our names. 

T et vs not hane like frozen IcelicKlcs rr \ 

Vpon our houfes tops .while thev(a more frofty Climate) 

Swcate drops of youthfuil blood. 

XAw.Conftable difpatch.fend Monttoy{oon\ 

To know what willing ranfomc he will giue : 

Sonne Dolphin yon {hall flay in Rhone with me. 

Dol. Not lo,I do befeech your Maictty. 

X^.Well,! fay it (hall be fo. 



Enter Gower and FlewtUen » 

Gower Mow now Captaine Flewellen, 

C °Flw. By IeT/thS's excellent feruice committed 
the bridge? 

Gower. Is the Duke of Exeter fafe ? 

Flew. The Duk^of Exeter is a man whom I loue, 
And I honour, and 1 worfhip with my foule, 

And my bf art, and my life. 

And my tands,and my liuings. 

And my vttermoft power*. 

The Duke is looke you, 

God be praifed and plcafcd for it* 

No harme in the worcll. 
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He is maintaine the Bridge very gallantly : 

There is an Enfigne there, 

I do not know how you call him, 

But by lefhtt I thinke he is as valiant as Mttrke Anthony t 
He doth maintaine the Bridge moft gallantly ; 

Yet he is a man ofno reckoning ; 

But I did lee him do gallant feruicc. 

Cotter, how do you call him ? 

Flew, his name is ancient PiltoH. 

Cotter. I know him not. 

Enter Ancient PtHoU. 

Flew. Do you not know him, here comes the mao, 

P//f. Captaine, I thee bcfeech to do me afauour. 

The Duke of Exeter doth loue thee well. 

F/rtv.I.and I praife God I haue merited fome loue at his 
hands. 

Pilt.'Bnrdolfe a fouldier.one of buxfome valous. 

Hath by furious fate, and giddy Fortunes fickle whcele. 
That God’s blindc that Hands vpon the rowling reftlcffe 
ftone. 

Flew. By your patience Ancient Pisloll, 

Fortune looke you is painted plinde, 

With a muftcr before her eyes. 

To fignific to you,that Fortune is plinde : 

And (he is moreouer painted with a wheele. 

Which is the Moral! that Fortune is turning. 

And inconftant,and variation, and mutabilities .- 
And her fate is fixed at a fphericall ftone, 

Whit h rolles.and rolles,and rolies ; 

Surely the Poet is make an excellent defeription of For- 
tune. * 

Fortune looke you is an excellent Morall. 

P*y?. Fortune is Bttrdolfes foe, and frownes on him* 

For he hath ftolne a packs, and hangd muft he be ; 

A damned death,lct gallowes gape for dogs. 

Let 



of Henry the Ji ft. 

Let man go free,and let not death his windpipe flop. 

But Exeter hath giuen the doome of death. 

For packs of petty price.- 

Therefore goi>cake,tbe Duke will hcare thy voice. 

And let not Tardo/fes vitall thred be cut. 

With edge of penny cord,and vile approach. 

Speake Captaine for his life, and I will thee requite. 

Flew. Captaine PiBoll , I partly vnderftandyour meaning. 
PiU. Why then reioyce therefore. 
j7*u».Certainly Ancient PiSloll, 

Tis not a thing to reioycc at. 

For if he were my owne brother, I would wiflh the Duke 
To do his pleafure.andputhimto executions; 

For looke yoUjdifciplines ought to be kept, 

They ought to be kept. , 

Pill. Die and be damned, and a fig for thy friendfhip# 
Flew.lhat is good. 

Pift, The figge oiSfttine within thy law. 
p/ew.That is very well. 

P0 . 1 fay the fig within thy bowels & thy durty maw. 

Exit PiFtod. 

Flew. Captaine Gower , cannot you heare it lighten and 
thunder? 

Cower, Why is this the Ancient you told me of ? 

I remember him now, he is a bawd, a cut-purfc. 

Flew . By Iefus he is vtter as praue words vpon the bridge 
As you (hall defire to fee in a fommers day; 

But tis all one, what he hath fed to me, 

Looke you, is all one, 

Gcwfr.Why this is a gull, a foole,a rogue 
That goes to the wars onely to grace himfelfe 
At his returne to London : 

And fuch fellowcs as h'e. 

Are perfeft in great Commanders names. 

They will learne by rote where feruiccs were done, 

At lu^ *od fuch a fconce,at fuch a breach, 

. D At 




• TheChrmcle Hi ft try 

At fuch aconuoy.who came off braueIy,who was (hot, 
Who difgraccd,what termes the enemy flood on. 

And this they con perfe&ly in phrafe ot wane. 

Which they triclte vp with new tun d oathes. 

And what a beard of the Generals cut. 

And a horrid fhout ofthc Campe 
Will do among the foming bottles and alcwafht wits 
Is wondetfnll to be thought on but you muft lcarne 
To know fuch flanders of this age. 

Or clfe you may meruclloufly be miftooke. 

F/cw.Cflrtainc Captaine Gower is not the man, 

Looke you,that I did take him to be : 

But when time (hall ferue, I fr ail tell him a little 
Of my defires : hcere comes his Maiefly. 

Enter Kwg.C/arencefi/oJler, and others. 

King. How now FliweUen ,come you from the bridge? 
Tie*. I and it (hall pteafe your Maiefly, 

There is excellent feruice at the bridge. 

Ktng.y^hn men hauc you loft Flewellen > 

Flew. And it fhall pleafe your Maiefly, 

The partition of the aduerfary hathb^ene great. 

Very reafonably great,but for our owne parts, 

I thinke we haue loft neuer a man,vnlc(Te it be one 
For robbing of a Church,one 'Bardolfe, if your Maiefly 
Know the man, his face is full of whelks, and knubs. 
And pumples,and hisbTeathblowesat hisnofe 

Like a coale, fometimes red, fomctimesplew ; 

But God be praifcd,now hisnofe is executed. 

And his fire out. 

King.VJc would haue all offenders fo cut on. 

And here we giue expteffc commandement. 

That there be nothing taken from the villages 
But paid for ; none of the French abufed. 

Or vpbraided with difdainfull language : 

For when cruelty and lenity play for a Kingdome, , 
The gentleft pamefter is the fooner winner. 
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Enter the French Heranld. 

Herald: You know me by my habite. 

JGaf.Well then,wc know thee. 

What frould we know of thee ? . 

Her My Matters roinde. JCr^nfoMiC 

Her. Go thee vnto Harry of England,and tell him, 
Aduantaee is abetter fouldier then ralhneffe s 

Although we did feemcdeadjwc did but flumber. 

Now we fpeake vpon our kue 8c our voyce is impcriall, 
England fhall repent her foliy/cc her rafhnefifc. 

And admire our fufferance. Which to ranfome. 

For the difgrace we haue borne, himfelfe kneeling 
At our feete.a wcake and worthleffc fattsfaftion. 

To this,addc defiance. 

Somuchfrom the King my Matter. 

jC^.VVhat is thy name ? wc know thy quality. 

Herald* Montioj. « 

2C/tff.Thou doft thy office fairc^eturne thccbacke. 

And tell thy King, I do not feeke him now ; 

But could be well content, without impeach. 

To march on to Callis ; for to fay the footh, 

(Though tis no wifedome to confcffe fo much 

Vnto an enemy of craft and vantage) 

My fouldicrs arc with fickncffe much enfeebled. 

My Army Ieflened,and thofe few 1 haue, 

Almoft no better then fo many French : 

Who when they were in hcart,I tell thee Herald, 

I thought vpon one paire of Englifli legs. 

Did march three Frenchmens. 

YetGodforgiue me,thatl do brag thus; 

Your aite of France hath bio wnc this vice in me, 

I muft repent, go tell thy Matter here I am. 

My ranfome is this fraile and worthlefie body, 

My Army but a weakc and fickly guard, 
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Yet God before, we will come on, 

If France and fuch another neighbor flood in our way j 
If we may paffe.we will ; if we be hindered. 

We flial your tawny groud with your red blood difcolour 
So Menttoy get you gone, there’s for your paines : 

The fum of all our anfwere is but this. 

We would not feeke a battle as we are; 

Nor as we are, we fay we will not (hunit. 

Herald. 1 fhall deliuer fo : thanks to your Maiefly, 

GloftMy Liege,I hope they will not come vpon vs 
now. 

King.Wc&rc in Gods hand brothcr,not in theirs ; 

Tonight we will enwmpe beyond the bridge. 

And on tomorrow bid them march away. Exit, 

Enter Burbon^Conflablefirleance^and Cebon. 
fe».Tut,I haue the beft armour in the world. 

Orlcance. You haue an excellent armour. 

But let my horfehaue his due. 

Bur. Nov/ you talke ofa horfe, 

I haue a fleed like the Palfrey of the funne. 

Nothing but pure aire and fire, 

And hath none of this dull element of earth within him. 

Orltance. He is of the colour of the Nutmeg. 

Bur. And ofthehcateof theGinger. 

Turne all the fands into eloquent tongues. 

And my horfe is argument for them all : 

I once writ a Sonnet in the praife of my horfe. 

And began fhus.Wonder of nature. 

C ° n - 1 haue heard a Sonnetbegin fo. 

In the praife of ones Miftrefle. 

Bur. Why then did they imitate 
That whichl writ in praife of my horfe. 

For my hotfe is my Miftrefle, 

CW.MarFoy the other day.me-thought 
Your Miftrefle ihooke you lhre\vdly. 

Ittr. 
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Tur.l, beating me.l tell thee Lord Conftablc, 

My Miftrefle weares her o wne haire, 

Con. 1 could make as good a boaft of that, 
if I had aSow to my Miftrelfe. 

'Bur Tut, thou wilt make vie of any thing. 

ConXtt I do not vfe my horfe for my Miftrefle, 

BwlWill it neuer be morning ? 

lie ride too morrow a mile. 

And my way (ball be paued with englilh faces. 

Con. By my faith fo will not I, 

For feare I be out-faced of my way . 

Tur. Well, ile go arme my felfe ; hay, *xi.. 

CebonThe Duke of Burbon longs for morning, 

Orltance. I,he longs to cate the Englilh. 

Con . I thinke hee’l eate all he kils. 

Orlean . O peacc.ill will neuer faid well . 

Con . Ile cap that Prouerbe, 

With there’s flattery in friendlhip. 

Orle.O fir, I can anfwer that, 

With giue the Diuell his due. 

Cow.Haue at the eye of that Proaerbe, 

With a iogge of the Diuell. . 

OWc.Well.the Duke of 'Burbon is Amply 
The moft aftiue G cntleman of France^ , 

£e».Doing his aftiuity,and hce’l ftill be doing, 

Orle. He neuer did hurt as 1 heard off. 

C'on.No 1 warrant you, nor neuer will. 

Orle. I hold him to be exceeding valiant. 

Con.l was told fo by one that knowes him better Uien 
you. 

Orfc.Whofethat? 

Cow.Why he told me fo himfelfe. 

And faid he cared not who knew it. 

Orle. Well, who will go with me to hazards 
For a hundred Englilh prifoners ? 

Con. You muft go to hazard your felfe, gefor • 




The chronicle History 
Before you haue them. 

Enter* Mtffengtr. 

MefiMy Lords, the Engliih lie within a hundred 

Paces ofyour Tent. 

Cow.VVho hath meafured the ground ? 

AfeJf.Thc Lord C franpeere . 

Ctn. A valiant man, an expert Gentleman. 

Come, come away. 

The Sun is hie,and we weare out the day. Exit emits. 

Enter the King dijguefedyo him TittoU. 

Pift. Kc vela? 

King. Pi friend. 

Ptft . Difcus vnto me, art thou a gentleman ? 

Or art thou common, bafe, and popeler ? 

King.No fir,I am aGcntlcman of a Company. 
7V/?.Trailes thou the puilfant Pike ? 

AW.Euen fo fir. What are you ? 

Pift.As good a gentleman as the Emperor. 

King. O then thou art better then the King. 

T*ift. The Kings a bago.and a hart of gold, 

A lad of life.animpeot fame, 

Of parents good, of fift moft valiant : 

I kis his durty fhooe, and from my heart firings 
I loue the louely bully. What is thy name f 
King. Harry le Raj. 

Pift.Le Rgy, a Cornilh man ; 

Art thou of Cornifla crew ? 

Xiwjr.No fir,I am a Welchman. 

Pitt. A Welchman ; knowft thou Flewelltn { 

King. 1 fir,he is my kinftnan. 

Pift. Art thou his friend ? 

King.l fir, 

Pift. Figa for thee then ; my name is PiJrolL 
Kmg. It forts well with your fierccncffe. 
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Enter Cotter and Fieteellen, 

CJfWfi'.Captaine TleveeUen. 
rlete In the name of Iefu fpeake lower. 

It U the greateft folly in the worell.when the anc.ent 
Prerogatiues of the warres be not kept. 

T warrant vou if you looke into the wars of the Romanes, 
You (hall finde no tittle tattle, nor bibble babble there. 

But you (hall finde the .cares, and the fcares, 

A q e >v why iheTn“r y uW : you heard him all night. 

fuse . Codes follud.fr the enemy be an affe & a foole. 

And a prating cocks-combe, is it meet that we be alfo 
A foole, and a prating cocks-combe. 

In your confcience now ? 

Gotaer.Wt fpeake lower. . 

btfe " h do - 8O0d 

King . Though it appeare a little-out of falhion,, 

Yet there’s much care in this. 

Enter three SoHldiers. 

i .Soul . Is not that the morning yonder ? 
i.Soul. I,we fee the beginning, 

Godknow’es whether we (hall lee the end ° r lf 
3, So#/. Well, I think c the King could wt(h himiclte 

Vp to thenecke in the middle of the Thames,^ 

And fo I would he were, at all aduentures,and I with him. 
Amo. Now maflers good morrow , what chcare i 
3 .So«/.Ifaitb fiTiall checrc fome of vs is like to haue. 

Ere this day to an end. . , 

King.VJhy feare nothing man, the ktng is frolike. 
a.So«/.Ihe may bc,forhe hath no caule as we. 

King. Nay fay not fo,he is a man as we are, 

The Violet finds to himas vnto vs ; 

Therefore if he fee. ieafons,he feares as we do, 

t.Softl. 
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t.Soul. But the King hath a heauy reckoning to male 
If hi* caufebe not good ; when all thofc foulcs 
Whofc bodies fhall be flaughtered here, 

Shall ioyne together at the latter day, 

And fay I dyed at fuch a place.Some (wearing } 

Some their wine, rawly lefc ; 

Some leauing their children poorc bchinde them. 

Now if his caufe be bad, 

I thinke it will be a greeuous matter to him. 

King. Why fo you may fay, if a man fend his feruart 
As Factor into another Country, 

And he by any meanes mifearry. 

You may fay the bufinefle of the Matter 
Was the author of his feruants mif-fortune. 

Or if a fonne be imployd by his father, 

And he fall into any leud a£tion,you may fay the father 
Was the author of his fonnes damnation. 

But the matter is' not to anfwer for his feruanc, 

The father for his fonne,nor the king for his fubic&s j 
For they purpofe not their deaths, 

When they crauc their feruices ; 

Some there are that haue the gift 

Of premeditated murder on them 

Others the broken fcale of Forgery, in beguiling maidens 

Now if thefe out-ftrip the law. 

Yet they cannot efcape Gods punifhment. 

War is Gods Beadle. War is Gods vengeance : 

Euery mans feruice is the Kings : 

But euery mans foule is his owne. 

Therefore 1 would haue euery fouldier examine himfclfe. 
And wa(h euery moth out of his confcience. 

That in fo doing,hemay be the readier for death j 
Or not dying, why the time was well fpenty 
Wherein fuch preparation was made. 

3..SW.lfaithhefaies true, 

Euery mans fault is on his owne heady 
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I would not haue the king anfwer for me. 

Yet I intend to fight luftily for him. 

JOwf.WelljI heard the king wold not be ranfomd, 

2. Soul. I he faid fo,to make vs fight ; 

But when our throats be cut,he may be ranfomd,. 

And weneuerthe wifer. , 

jfcw.If I l‘«e to fee that, ile neuer truft his word againe. 
i.SoulMrffc you‘l pay him then, 

Tis a great difplcafurc that an elder 
Gun can do againft a Cannon, 

Or a fubie<£t againft a Monarch. 

You’l nere take his word aeaine.you are a natte.goe. 

Kmg.Xout rcpvoofc is (omewhat too bitter ; 

Were it not at this time I could be angiy. 

2 .Sml. Why let it be a qnarrell if thou wilt. 
JCrMf.Howfhalll know thee? , 

ft.JW.Wcre’s my gloue, which ifeuer I fee ui thy hat,, 
He challenge thce,and ftrike thee. 

KingMerc is likewife another of mine, 

And aflure thee ile weave it. 

2 .Soul. Thou dar’ft as well be hangd. 

3. Sow/. Be friends you fooles, 

We haue French quarrels enow in hand. 

We haue no need of Englifhbroyles. 

King.Tis no treafon to cut French Crownes, 

For to morrow the King himfelfc will be a clipper. 

Exit the finldim. 

Enter to the King, Glocefler,Epingha?», 
and Attendants. 

King.O God of battels tteele my fouldiers harts, 

Take from them now the fence of reckoning. 

That the appofed multitudes which ftand before them. 
May not appale their courage. 

O not too day,not too day O God, 



Thinke 
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Thinke on the fault my father made. 

In compafling the Crowne. 

I Ttchards body haue interred new. 

And on it hath beftow’d more contrite teares. 

Then from it ifllied forced drops of blood ; 

A hundred men haue I in ycarely pay. 

Which euety day their withered hands hold vp 
T o heauen,to pardon blood. 

And 1 haue built two Chanceries,more will I do ; 

Though all that I can do is all too little. 

Enter giofier. 

CIo. My Lord. 

King . My brother Glowers voice. 

Glo . My Lord,the army ftayes vpon your prefence. 

Kw.Stay Gloftcr flay, and I will go with thee. 

The day, my friends,and all things ftayes for me. 

Enter Clarence, g lofier, Exeter Salishttry. 

War. My Lords, the French are very ftrong, 

£*.Thcre’s fiue to one, and yet they arc all frefh. 

War . Of fighting men they haue full forty thoufana* 

&t/.The oddes is all too great. Farwell kinde Lords ^ 
Braue Clarence.and my Lord of Gloftcr, 

My Lord of W arwickc,and to all farewell. 

CU, Farewell kinde Lords, fi ght valiantly to day. 

And yet in truth 1 do thee wrong, 

For thou art made on the true tparkes of honor. 

Enter King . 

would webad but ten thoufand men 
Now at this inftant,th*t doth not workc in England. 

Jtw.Whofe that, that wifhes fo,my coufen WarVW* ? 
Gods will I would not loofe the honour 
One man would (hare from mc^ 

Not for my kingdoms ^ 
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rto faith my Cofen, wifti not one man more. 

Rather proclaimc it prefently through our camp 
That he that hath no ftomacke to this feaft 
Let him depart, hit pafport (hall bee drawne, 

And crowncs for conuoy put mto his putle. 

We would not dye in that mans company, 

That feares his fellowfhip to dye with vs* 

This day is called the day of Crifpin.-i 
He that out-liues this day, and fees olde age. 

Shall ftand a tipto when this day is named. 

And rowfe him at the name of Crilpin. 

He that out-liues this day,and comes late home. 

Shall yearly on the vigill feaft his friends, 

And.lay.to morrow is S.Crifpins day : 

Then (ball we in their flowing boules 
Be newly remembred. Harry the King, 

Bedford and Exeter, Clarence, Glofter, 

Warwick*, Torke, 

Familiar in their mouths as houlhold wordet. 

This ftory (hall the good man tell his fon. 

And from this day tnto the generall doome. 

But we in it (hall be remembred. 

Wc few, we happy few, webond ofbrothers, 
r for he to day that fheds his blood by mine 
Shall be my brother. Be he nere fo bafe 
This day (hall gentle his condition. 

Then dial he ftrip his fleeues,& fhew his fears. 

And fay,thefe wounds I had on Crifpins day. 

And Gentlemen in England now a bed. 

Shall thinke themfclues accurft. 

They were not therc,when any fpeakes 
That fought with vs vpon S.Crifpines day. 

Cjlo. My gracious Lord, 

The French is in the field. 

Kin. Why all things are ready i four mindes be fo. 
W^r.Perilh the naan whofe minde is backward now. 

r • in 
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Kin *. Thou doft not vvifla mordielpe from England 
Coufen ? b * 

War. Gods will my Liege,would you and I alone. 
Without more helpe, might fight this battcll out. 

Why well faid.That doth pleafe me better. 

Then to wifh meone.You know your charge, 

God be with you all. 

Enter the Her anld from the French. 

Her. Once more I come to know of thee king Henry , 
What thou wilt giue for ranfome ? 

Kwg.Who hath fent thee now ? 

Her . The Conftablc of France. 

Kwg.l prethee bearemy former anfwer back e. 

Bid them atchieuc me, and then fell my bones. 

Good God, why fhould they mocke good fellowes thus ?' 
Theman that once did fell the Lyons skin 
While the beaft liued,was kild with hunting him. 

And many of our bodies fnall no doubt 
Finde graues within your Realme of France : 

Though buried in your dunghils,we {hall be famed. 

For there the Sunne fhall grectc them. 

And draw vp their honors rcaking vp to heauen; 

Leauing their earthly parts to choake your clime ; 

The fmell whereof, lhall breed a plague in France ; 

Marke then abundant valour in our Englifh, 

Thatbeing dead,like to the bullets crafing, 

Breakes foorth into a fecond courfe of mifehiefe, 

Killing in relaps of mortality 
Let me (peake proudly. 

There’s not a peecc of feather in our Catupe, 

Good argument I hope we (hall not flye, 

And time hath worne vs into flouendry. 

But by the mafle,our hearts are in the trim. 

And my poore fouldierstell me,yet erenight 

TheyT 
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.1 be til frefher robes,or they will plucke 
S nw new deaths ore your French fouldiers eares, 

JJaUaihcffl out Of fctui«.lfthcy doth... 

££ (ball haue nought 1 fweare.but thefe my bones * 
282 if they haue, as I will leaue vm them, 

YViH y eeld them little, tell the Conftablc. 
fftr.l (hdl deliuer fo. ^ 

Yorke.My gracious Lord,vpon my knee I crau* 

The leading of the vaward. 

King- Take it braue Y or tee. 

Enter the foare French Lords. 

Gehon. O diabello. 

C„».Mordumavie. 

Orle.O what a day is this . 

Bw.O lour dei houte all is gone, all is loft. 
C«».VVe are enow yet liuing in the held. 

To fmother vp the Engliff), 

if any order might be thought vpon. 

i.A plague of order.once more to the field. 
And he that will not follow Burton now, 

Lethim eo home,and with his cap in hand. 

Like* bafe leno hold the chamber doore. 

Why leaft by a ftaue no gentler then my do 0 , 

His faireft daughter is contamuracke. 

Cw.Diforder that hath fpoild vs, right vs now. 
Come we in heapes,wee’l offer vp our hues 
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Come, come along, 

Lets dye with honor, our ffume doth laft too long, 

€xit miw 

Enter PiftoByhf Trench man t and the bay, 
Pifi.Ey\A cur, eyld cur. 

French: O Monficur.ie vou en pree aues petie de moy. 
PiftMoy (hall not fcrue,I will haue forty moys. 

Boy, aske his name, 

Sfy.Comant ettcs v ous apelles ? 

FVw.Monficur Fcr. 

Boy. He faycs his name is matter Fcr. 

Pift. He Fcr him, and ferit him,and fetke him. 

Boy difcufle the fame in French. 

2ty.Sir I do not know whats French for Fer.fcrite, and 
fearke. 

T/7?.Bid him prepare,for I will cut his throat. 

Boy Feate,vou preat,ill voulles couple votre gorge. 
Pift.Onyc ma foy couple la gorge, 

Vnlcffc thougiuc tome egregious ranfomc.dye. 

One point of a fox. 

Fren. Qui dit ill monfieur, 

111 dityc fi vou ny vouly pa domy luy. 

Boy. La gran ranfome,ill voutueres. 

Fren. O ie vous en pri petit gcntelhome, parle 
A cee, gran Captaine, pour auez mercie 
A moy, ey ice donerees pour mon ranfome' 

Cinquante ocios. Ie fuyes yngcntelhome de France. 

Pijl. What fayes he boy i 

r Boy. Marry fir he fayes he is a gentleman of a great 
Houfc of France, and for his ranfome, 

He will giuc you /oo.Crownes. 

Pift. My fury (hall abate. 

And I the Crownes will take/ 

And as I fuckc blood, I will fome mercie fliew. 



Folow 
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Follow tne cur. mnet 

Enter the Kingfris Nobletjnd Ptfioll. 

Kin? . What the French retire ' 
wfalsnot done,the French keepes ftillthefield. 
r,.jhe Duke of Yorke commends him to your Grace. 
X#».Liueshc good vnkle,twic«If»w himdowne. 

From hefmet to the fpur,all bleeding ° re * 

Exe. In which array ,braue fouldicr dothhe ly , 

Larding the plaines,and by his bloody fide, 

Yoake-fellow to bis honour-dying wounds. 

The Noble Earle of Suffolk® alto lyes. 

Suffolkefirft dyed,and YotkeaU woundedore 
Comes to him where m blood he lay all 
And takes him by the beard,kiffcs the gafbe* 

That bloudily did yawne vpon his face. 

And crycd alowd.tany deete coufinSuftolke : 

My foule fhall thine keepe company inheauen : 

Tarry deerc foule awhile.then flyc to reft : 

And in this glorious and well-fought.cn held. 

We kept togither in our Chiualrys 

Vpon thefe words I came and cheer d them vp* 

He tookeme by thehand,faide deere my Lorde, 
Commend my fcruice to my Soueraignc, 

So did he turne, and ou« Suffblkcs W - eke 
He threw bis wounded arme,and fo efpoufd to death 
With blood he fealed. An argument] 
Ofncuer-endingloue, 

The pretty and fweete manner of it, n 

Forc’d thofe waters from me, which I would haue flopte. 
But I had not fo much of man in me. 

But all my mother came into my eyes. 

And gaue me yp to tcares. 

Km. I blame you not: for healing you,. 

I mutt conuert to tcares. 
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Alarum found r. 

What new alarum is this ? 

Bid euery fouldier kill his prifoner, 

T^.Couple gorge. Sxitomnts. 

Enter Flewtden , tind f Apt nine (fewer. 

Fie w.Godcs plud kill the boyes and the lugyge, 
Tisthe arrants peece of knauery as can be defircd 
In the worell now, in your confcience now. 

Cower .Tis certaine,there’s not a boy left aliue. 

And the cowardly rafcals that ran from the battell. 
Them felucs haue done this (laughter ; 

Befide,they haue carried away and burnt 
All that was in the Kings Tent.- 
Whereupon the king caufed euery prifoners 
Throat to be cut.Oh he is a worthy King. 

Flew A, he was borne at Monmouth ; 

Captaine Gower , what call you the place where 
Alexander the big was borne ? 

Cower. Alexander the great. 

Flew.VV hy I pray, is not big great ? 

As if I fay, big, or grcat,or magnanimous, 

I hope tis all one reckoning, 

Saue the phrafe is a little varation. 

Gower . I thinke v Alexander the great 
VVas borne at Macedon t 
His father was called Philip of UMacedon, 

As I take it. 

Flew . I thinke it was Macedon indeed 
Where Alexander was borne : 

Looke you Captaine (fower , 

And if you looke into the Maps of the worell well , 

You (hall finde little difference betweene 
UMdcedon and Monmorth,Looke you, there is 
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A Riuer in Mtcedeu , and there is alfo a Riuer 
luonmorth, the Riucrs name at Mourner* 

BuftS^Smy braine what is the name of the other: 
But tis all one.tis fo like, as my fingers is to fingers, 

And there is Samons in both. 

Looke you Captaine Gower , and you marke it, 
v„„ (hallfinde our King is come after Alexander, 

Cod knowes.and you know, that Alexander ms 

Bowles, and his Ales,and his wrath & his difplcafures 

Of a mans mouth.cre it is made an end and fin' JJ lcd * 

I fpeake in the comparifons, as Alexander is kill 
His friend Cluus : fo our King being in his ripe 
Wits and Judgements, is tunic away the fat Kmte 
With the great belly doublet.- 

I am forget his name. 

Gowtr. S\r IohnFalftaffc. , 

Flew. 1,1 thinke it is Sir IohnFalftaffc indeed, 

I can tell you,there’s good men borne at Monmorth, 

Enter the King and his Lords r.' 

King. 1 was not angry fince I came in France, 
Vntill this houre. 

Take‘;a Trumpet Her auld. 

And ride vnto the horfemen on yon hiH : 

If they will fight with vs, bid them come downe. 

Or leaue the field, they do offend our fight. 

Will they do neither, we will come to them. 

And make them skyr away.as faft 

As ftones enforc’d from the old Affynan flings. 

BefideSjWeel cut the throats of thofe we haue. 

And not one aliue (hall taftc our mercy. 

F 
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Enter the Herald. 

Gods will what meanes this ? kno wft thou not 
That wehaue fined thefe bones of ours for ranfome? 

Her. I come great King for charitable fauour. 

To fort our Nobles from our common men. 

We may haue leauc to bury all our dead. 

Which in the ficlde lye fpoiled and troden ori. 

Kin. 1 tell thee truly Herald, 

Ido not know whether the day be ours or no' : 

For yet a many ofyour French do lceepe the field. 

Her. The day is yours. 

Km. Praifed be God therefore : 

What Cafllc call you that ? 

Her. We call it Agincourt. 

Kin. Then call we this the fielde of Agincourt, 

Fought on the day of Crifpin.Crirpianus, 

Flew. Your Grandfather of famous memory. 

If your Grace be remembred. 

Is do good feruiCe in France. 

King. Tis true Flewellen. 

Flew. Your Maiefty fayes very true. 

And itpleafe your Maiefty, 

The Welfhmcn there was do good fcruice. 

In a Garden where Leekes did grow, 

And I thinke your Maiefty will take no fcorne. 

To wearea Leekeinyour cap vpon S.Dauics day. 
X/«£.No Flewellcn, for 1 am Welfh as well as you. 
Flew. All the water in Wye will not wafti your welch 
Blood out of you. God keepe it, and preferueit, 

To his graces will and pleafure. 

King. Thankes good Couutrey-man. 

Flew . By lefu I am yourMaiefties Countryman,- (man. 
I care not who kno it,fo long as your maiefty is an Kontft 
King. God keepe me fo. Our Herald go with him, 

A id bringvsthenumbcrofthefcattered French, 

Exit Heralds - 
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Call yonder fouldier hither. 

Flew YoufelloWjConae to the King. . , , 

t^Fellow.why doft thou wearethat gloue in thy hat? 
SohI. And pleafe your maiefty, tis a ralcallcs that iwag- 
E ,rd with me the other day : and he hath one ot ^uie thc 
which if cuer I fee, 1 haue fworne to fluke him : fo hath he 

^KWHow thinke you Flewellcn/ts it lawfull to keep his 

°F/And it pleafe your Maiefty tis lawful to keep his vow 
If he be periur’d once,bc is as arrant a beggarly knaue, as 

treads vpon too bla eke ftioocs. 

Kinr. His enemy may be a Gentleman of worth. 

Flcl. And ifhe be as good a Gentleman as Lucifer and 
Belzcbuband the diuell himfcife, 

Tis meete he keepe his vow. 

X»«?.Wcll firrha keepe your word, 

Vndet what Captaine ferueft thou ? 

5W.Vnder Captaine Gower. 

Flew. Captaine Gower is a good Captaine, 

And hath good litterature in the warres. 

Kin. Go call him hither. 

Soul. I will my Lord. 

Exit fouldier. 

Kin. Captaine Flcwellen,when .dUnfon and I 
Were downe together, I tookc this gloue from s helmet, 

Heere Flewellen weare it. 

Jfany challenge it,he is a friend of ^lonjons. 

And an enemy tome. 

FlewXom Maiefty doth me as great a fauour. 

As can be defired in the hearts of his fubietts. 

I would fee that man now that wold challenge this gloue 
And it pleafe God ofhis grace I would but ice him, 

King.Flewellen knowft thou Captaine Gower ? 

Flew. Captaine Qower is my friend AnJ 
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And if it like your maiefty, I know him very weft. 

King.O o call him hither. 

I lew. I will and it fhall plcafeyour maiefty. 

Kin. Follow Flewellen dofely at the heeles . 

The gloue he weares.it was the foldiers.- 
It may be there will be harme betweene them. 

For I do know Flewellen valiant. 

And being toucht.as hot as Gun-powder .* 

And quickly will rcturne an injury. 

Go fee there be no harme betweene them. 

Enter fiptaine Gower, Flewellen t And the 

Soldter. 

Flew. Captaine Cower , in the name oflefu 
Come to his maiefty, there is more good towards you 
Then you can dreame of. 

Soul. Do you heare,you fir. 

Do you know this gloue l 
Flew. I know the gloue is a gloue. 

Soul. Sir I know this, and thus I challenge it. 

He/hrikethim. 

Flew. Gods plut, and his Captaine Cower ftand away, 
lie giue treafon his dueprefently. 

Enter the King, Warwicke, Clarence , 
and Exeter. 

King. How now? Whats the matter ? 

Flew. And it fliall plcafeyour maiefty, 
f eere is the notablcft pecce of treafon come to light 
As you (hall defire to fee in a fommers day. 

Hccre is a rafcall, beggerly rafcall is ftrike the gloue, 
Which yoar maiefty in perfon 
TookeoutoftheHelmct of jIU nfonz 
And your maiefty will bearc me witnefles. 

And 
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A nd teftinoonies, and auouchments, 

Jhat this is the gloue. 

Soul. And it plcafc your maiefty. 

That was my gloue. 

Hethatlgaueitto in the night, 
promifed me to weare it in his hat : 

I promifed to ftrike him if he did. 

I met that Gentleman with my gloue in shat. 

And 1 thinkc 1 haue bene as good at my worde. 

Flew. Your Maiefty heares, 

Vnder yourMaieftyes man-hoode, 

{yhat a beggerly lowfie knaueit is. 

King. Let me fee thy gloue. 

Looke you, this is the fellow of it. 

It was 1 indeede you promifed to ftrike. 

And thou haft giuen me moft bitter words-. 

How canft thou make vs amends ? 

Flew. Let his necke anfwer it, 

If there be any marfhals law in the worell. 

Soul. My Liege, 

All offences come from the heart: 

Neuer came any from mine 
To offend your Maiefty. 

You appeard to me but as a common mant 
Witneffe the night, your garments, 

Youtlowlinefle ; and whatfoeuer 
You receiued vnder that habite, 

Ibefeech your maiefty, impute it 
Toyourowne fault, and not to mine. 

For your feife came not like your felfe : 

Hadyoubeene as you feemed then to mee, 

1 had made no offcnce ; my gracious Lord, 

Therefore 1 befeech your grace to pardon me. 

Kin. Vnckle, fill the gloue with Crownes, 

And giue it to the fouldier. 

Weare it fellow, . , 

F 3 And 
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As an honour in thy cap,till I do challenge it. 

Gi ue him the Crownes. Come Captaine Flewellen, 

I muft needs haueyou friends. 

Flew. By Iefus, the fellowe hath mettall enough in his 
belly. 

Harkc you fouldier, There is a filling for you. 

And kcepeiyour felfe out of brawlcs. 

And ptabbles, and dilfentions, 

And lookc you, it fhall be the better for you. 

Soul, lie none of your money fir,not I. 

F/ew.Why tis a good filling man: ^ 

Why Ihouid you be queamifh ? 

Your (hooes are not fo good. 

It will ferue you to mend your fhooes. 

Kin. What men of fort arc taken vncklel? 

Exe . Charles Duke ofOrleancc, Nephew to the King, 
John Duke of Burbon, and Lord BouchquaH. 

Of other Lords and Barons, Knights and Squires, 

Full fiftecne hundred, befides common men. 

This note doth tell me of ten thoufand 
French, that in the fieldc lyes flaine. 

Of Nobles bearing banners in the fieldc, 

Charles de le Brute, high Conftanble of France> 

Iaefues of ChatiUian , Admirall of France, 

The mailer of the Cro(Tc-bowes,M» Duke Almfon, 
Lord Rambieres, high Mailer of France. 

The braue fir Cjwigx>*rd, Dolphin. Of IP obi lie Charillas, 
Gran Pne and Roffie , Fawconbrtdge znd Foj, 

Gerard and Merten, Vandemant and Lejlra. 9 

King. Hceres was a royall fellowlhip of death. 

Where is the number of our Englilh dead f 

Exe. Edward the Duke of Y orke,thc Earle of Suffolke, 
Sir Richard Ketly , Dauy (yarn Efquire, 

Aud of all the othcr,but fiue and twenty. 

King. O God, thy arme was heere. 

And vnto thee alone, aferibe wc praife : 

When 
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When without firataceme, 

And euen in Ihockc of battell.was cuer heard 
e reat and little lofle, on one part and another? 

Take it OGod.forit is onely thine. 

Exe.Tis wonderfull. . , 

Kin. Come, let vs go on proceflion through the campc: 

Let it be death proclaim’d to any man 

To boaft heere of, or take the praife from God. 

Which is his due. . . - 

Flew. Is itlawfull*and it plcafcyour Matefly, 

To tell how many is kild? 

Kin. Yes Flewellen, 

But with this acknowledgement, 

That God fought for vs. .... , 

F/ov. Yes in my confidence, he did vs great good. 
km. Let there be fungNououes and Tc Deum, 

The dead with charityenter’d in clay: 

Weelthen to £alice,ihd to England then. 

Where nere from France , arriu d more happier men. > 

Exit onuses. 

Enter Gower and Flewellen . 

Cower. But why do you weareyour Lceke to day t* 

Saint Daisies is pall i 

View. There is occafion Captaine Cower, 

Looke you why, and wherefore : 

The other day lookc you, PiFtolles . 

Which you know is a nun of no mentes ■ 

In the worell, is come where I was the other day. 

And brings bread and fait, and biddes mee 
Eatemy Lceke: twas in a place, looke you, 

Where I could mooue no diflentions, 

But if I can fee him, I (hall tell him 
A little of my defires. . . 

Gow. Heere he comes fwelling like a TurKy-coc ^ 




life Cbrtmcle Uittcry 



Enter Piftoll, 

FleweSen. Tis no matter for his fwclling.and histurkj. 

cockcs. 

God plefleyou Ancient Piftoll, you fcall, 

Beggerly, iowfy knaue. God pleffc you. 

Pifi. Ha, art thou btdlcm ? 

Doit thou thurit bafe Troyan, 

T o hauc me folde vp P areas fatall web ? 

Hence, I am qualmifla at the fmell of Leeke. 

Flew. Ancient Piftoll. 

I would defire you becaufc it doth not agree 
With your ftomackes, and your appetites. 

And yourdigeftions, to cate this Leeke. 

Pifi. Not for fadwalUder and all his Goats. 

Flew. There is oneGoate for yoj^ancient Piftol. 

■He fir ikes him, 

Pifi. Bafe Troyan, thou (bait dye.] 

FlewcHcn. I, I know I fhall dye : 

But in the meane time, I would defire you 
To liue and eate this Leeke. 

Cower. Enough Captaine, 

You haue aftoniftit him, it is enough.' 

Flewel. Aftonifht him. 

By Iefu, lie beate his head foure dayes 
And foure nights too, but lie make him 
Eate fome part of my Leeke. 

Ptfl. Well mart 1 bite? 

Flew. I out of queftion, or doubt, or ambiguities. 
You muft bite. 



He makes Ancient Pifi oil kite of the Leeke. 
Pifiol. Good, good. 



* FlewtU 




of Henry the fift. 

Flewellen. I Leekes are good,ancient PifioR. 

Looke you now, there is a filling for you 
To heale yoor bloody coxcombe. 

Me a Hulling. 

Flew.lf you will not take it, 

I haue another Leeke for you. 

Pifi. I take thy Hulling in earned of reckoning. 

Flew. If I owe you any thing, 

I will pay you inCudgelles : 

You (kail be a Wood-monger, 

And buy Cudgels. And foGodbewithyou 
Ancient Piftoll, God pleffc you. 

And heale your broken pate. 

Ancient Piftoll, if you fee Leekes another time, 

Mockc at them, that is all: God bwy you. 

Exit FleweRen, 

fill. All hell (ball ftirre for this. 

Doth Fortune play the hufwife with me now ? 

Is honour cudgeld from my warlike loynes ? 

Well France farewell, newes haue I certainly 
That Doll is ficke. One malady of France 
The warres affoordeth nought,homc will I trug. 

Baud will I turne, and vfe the flight of hand; 

T o England will I ftcale, 

And there He fteale : 

And patches will I get vnto thefe fcarres. 

And fweare I eat them in theGaliia warres. j 

Exit PifioR 

Enter at one doore , the\King of England and his 

Lords. 

And at the other doore, the King of France , Qfteene 
Katherine , the Duke ofEnrhon, 
and others . 

G Har. 




The Chronicle History 

Harry. Vact to this meeting. 

Wherefore we 3re met, 

And to our brother France, faire time of day, 

Faire health vnto our louely coufin Katherine, 

And as a branch, and member of this ftockc,. 

We do falute you, Duke of Burgundy. 

Fran. Brother of England, 

Right ioyous are weto behold your face. 

So are we Princes Enghlhcuery one. 

c Duke. With pardon vnto your mightinefle : 

Let it not difplcafe you, if I demaund 
W hat rub or barre hath thus farre hindred you 
To keepe you*from the gentle fpcech of peace ? 

Har. IfDuke of 'Burgundy you would hauepeace, 
Youmuftbuy that peace. 

According as wchaue drawne our Articles. 

Fran. We haue but with a curforary eye 
Ore-vicw’d them ; pleafeth your Grace* 

To let fome of your Counfell fit with vs. 

We (hall rcturne our peremptory anfwcr. 

Har. Go Lords, and fic with them. 

And bring vs anfwer backe. 

yet leaue our coufen Katherine heere behind. 

Fran, Withall our hearts. 

Exit French King and the Lords , 

Manet , king Henry , Katherine , and the 
Gentlewoman . 

Har . Now Kate, 

You haue a blunt wooer heere left with you. 

If I could winne thee at Leapc-frog, 

Or wuh vauting with my armour on my backe 
Jntomyfaddle* 

Without bragge be it fpoken, 

Ide make compare with any. ■ 




cf Hetty the jift. 

But leaning that Kate, 

If thou takeft me now. 

Thou (halt haue me at the word. 

And in wearing thou (halt haue me better and better. 
Thou (halt haue a face that is not worth fun-burning. 
But doeft thou thinke, that thou and I,!' 

Becweene Saint Denis and Saint George, 

Shall get a boy, that (hall go to Conllantinople, 

And take the great Turke by the beard ? 

Ha, Kate. 

Kate. Is it pofliblc dat me fall 
Loue dc enemy dc France. 

Harry. No Kate* r 

It ifvnpoflible you (hould loue the enemy of France : 

For Kate I loue France fo well. 

That lie not leaue a village. 

He haue it all mine. Then Kate,! 

When France is mine. 

And I am yours : 

Then France is yours. 

And you arc mine. t 

Kate. I cannot tell what is dat. 

F/kny.NoKate, 

Why lie tell you in French, 

Which will hang vpon my tongue, like a bride 
Onher new married husband. 

Let me fee. Saint Dennis be my fpeede. 

Quan France & nion* 

Kate. Dat is, when France is yours. 

Harry, Et vous ettes amoy. 

Kate. And I am to you. 

Harry. Douck France ettes a vous. 

Kate. Den France (all be mine. 

Harry. Et ie fuyucs a vous. 

KVtfe.AndyouwillbetoTne. 

har. Wilt beleeuc me Kate ? Tis eafier for me 
Gi 
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To conquer the kingdome, 

Then to fpeake fo much more French, 

Kate. A your Maiefly 
Has falfe France enough, to decciue 
De beft Lady in France. 

Harry. No faith Kate not I. 

But Kate prethee tell me in plaine tearmes, 

Doft thou loue me? 

Kate. 1 cannot tell. 

Harr?, No.- Can of any your Neighbours tel. 
lie aske them,. 

Come Kate, I know you loue me. 

And foonc when you arc in your ClofTet 
Youlequeftionthis Lady of me: 

ButI pray thee fweet Kate,vfe me mercifully, 
Becaufe I loue thee cruelly. 1 

That 111) all dye Kate, is furc: 

But for thy loue by the Lord neuer. 

What wench. 

A ftraighc backe will grow crooked, 

A round eye will grow hollow, 

A great legge will waxcfmall, 

A curld pate proouc bald : 

But a good heart Kate is the Sun and the Moon, 
And rather the Sun and not the Moone : 

And therefore Kate take me. 

Take a fouldier, take a fouldicr, 

Take a king: 

Therefore tell me Kate, wilt thou haue mee ? 
Kate. Dat is as pleafe dc king my Father. 
Harry. Nay it will pleafe him. 

Nay it (hall pleafe him Kate, 

And vpon that condition Kate ilc kifle thee. 

Ka.O mon du ie ne voudroy fairc quelk choflc 
Pour toute le monde, 

Cc ne poynt rotrec fachion cn fauor, 



of Henry the fifi, 

Harry. Wbat fayes fhe Lady ? 

Lady. Dat it is not de fafion in France 
For de maides, befor da be married to 
Mav fov ie oblye,what is to baflie ? 

S<r.Tokift,tokiffe. ; 

O that tis not the falhion in France 
For the maids to kiffc before they are married. 
Lady. Owye fee votrec grace. 

Har. Well, weel breake that cuftome. 
Therefore Kate patience perforce and yeelde. 
Before God Kate you haue witchcraft 
]ft your kifles: 

And may perfwade with me more 
Then all the French Counccll. 

Your father is returned. 

Enter the Kings of France ywdtthe 
Lordest ■ . 

How now my Lords? 

Fran. Brother of England, 

We haue ordered the Articles, 

And haue agreed to all that we in fedulc had. 

£ce.Onely he'hach not fubferibed this, 
Whereyour Maiefly demands, • 

That the King of France hauing any occaflon 
To vyritc for matter of grant. 

Shall name your Highnefle in this forme: 

And with this addition in French, 

N< ofire tre/her file . , Henry T{oy d' Angleterre , 

£ hearede France. And thus in Latine : 
Freclariffimue filtue nosier Henricw Byx Anglia, 
Et heres Francia. 

Fran. Nor this haue we fo nicely flood vpon, 
But you fairc brother may intreat the fame. 

G 3 
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Harry. Why then let this among the reft 
Haue bis full courfe : And withall, 

Your daughter Katherine in marriage* 

Fran. This and what elfc 
your Maicfty fliall craue : 

God that difpofeth all,giue you much ioy* 
Har. Why then fair cKatherine, 

Come giue me thy hand : 

Our matriage will weprefent folemnize. 

And end our hatred by a bond ofloue. 

Then will I fweare to Kate, and Kate to me. 
And may our vowes once made,vnbroken be, 

' ii» : - 
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